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hill, the engine idling, along a little road flanked
by walls, that brought us to a tower some thirty
feet high. All light had died out of the air, and a
deep silence brooded on the jungle. We entered
the tower on tiptoe. Looking down from a loop-
hole I saw a hundred yards away a buffalo tethered
to a peg. A powerful spotlight hung above him
cast a little pool of racliance round the victim.
Night after night during the past four years the
Maharaja had placed a bucket of water and tied
a buffalo at the foot of his tower, and had thus
accustomed several tigers to dining by electric light.
One exceptionally hot summer, however, his noc-
turnal guest decided that the water in the bucket
was not cool enough for his liking and, after a little,
gave up his visits. So the Maharaja had lumps of
ice put in the water, and then the tiger con-
descended to return. One night his cubs came
with him and had the frolic of their lives licking the
frozen blocks and prodding them out of the bucket
with their noses and fore-paws.
Soon after this the Maharaja had another inspira-
tion—though he had to proceed by slow stages
before he saw it realized. Why, he reflected,
should not the tiger share the fondness of his small
congener, the cat, for milk? Accordingly, he
replaced the pail of water by one of milk. The
tiger came as usual, sniffed the pail, but did not
drink. After killing the buffalo, he made off. On
the next night he tasted the milk and, as if he had
suddenly discovered that the flavour was familiar
and agreeable, drank it all off without the least
demur. Then, licking his chops spattered with
white drops, he stayed unmoving for a pensive
moment. At last he made a move and slunk away.
On the next three nights he came as usual and,

